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Chapter One  



1 – Ripe 

  

Freddie was shocked at what Brenda had just shouted from the kitchen. Surely 
Melden wasn't in the same state as Friarmere?  

‘Brenda can you hurry up with that brew!’ Shouted Freddie.  
The rest of the party looked around at each other. They were worried, anxious and 

in disbelief. Brenda continued to clatter about in the kitchen but remained silent. As 
they were all intrigued by her comments and wanted to learn more, Laura and Sue took 
it upon themselves to help her. The other guests heard Brenda protest, but Sue 
explained to her that they needed to talk urgently, so they had to prepare the tea 
quickly. 

Wee Renee started to wander around Our Doris's living room. She rubbed the fabric 
of the heavy lined curtains between her finger and thumb. 

‘These curtains are worth a few bob,’ she remarked.  
‘She has some beautiful figurines as well,’ Pat added, and sniffed in appreciation. 
Our Doris's living room was a large rectangle shape with an enormous bay window at 

one end and double glass doors to the kitchen at the other. There was the entrance to 
the hall to one side.  Above the fireplace, a picture of Our Doris and her husband 
obviously taken some time ago from the fashion of the clothes, dominated the room.  
She had two large comfortable four-seater and three-seater matching sofas and two 
upholstered pouffes to compliment the set.  

Freddie sat down at the end of one of the sofas, chuckled and said ‘Ere, watch this.’ 
He reclined his seat back, and the foot area of the sofa rose as well. Freddie raised his 
eyebrows, put his hands behind his head and closed his eyes.  

There was still plenty of noise coming from the kitchen. Brenda was getting all the 
cups out, and Our Doris’s dog seemed to have chosen that time to ask for his dinner. Pat 
said she would like to use the toilet and Freddie told her that there was one downstairs 
next to where you could hang your coat. Pat went out of the room and Wee Renee 
walked over to the hall door and watched Pat. 

‘What’s wrong?’ asked Gary. 
‘Shhhh!’ she replied abruptly. She put a finger up into the air and they watched her 

with interest. ‘Bide a wee…….bide a wee. Okay.’ 

Wee Renee watched her shut the toilet door. She turned to the group. 
‘Oi, listen you lot.’ She was interrupted by Brenda, Laura and Sue returning with two 

trays containing teapots, various cups and saucers, and plates with sandwiches and 
cakes on them. They were all very happy to see the feast. Brenda announced, as she 
entered, that there was plenty more where that came from. 

‘What were you going to say, Wee Renee? Shouldn't we wait for Pat?’ Asked Gary. 
‘No,’ she said, ‘it is about her.’ 



They were quite perplexed knowing that Wee Renee was Pats best friend. 
‘Listen,’ she spoke quietly and glanced towards the door all the time as she 

addressed them. ‘When Pat takes off her boots, there will be an almighty smell. You 
wouldn’t give it credence. No one say anything. She doesn’t look like she gets offended, 
but she does. I know. I made the mistake of bringing it up one time. Just be prepared 
that that's what's going to happen.’ 

Bob laughed and Tony grabbed a sandwich stuffing it into his mouth. 
‘I’d better eat these up then before they start to curl,’ he said through a mouthful 

of mushed up bread and ham.  
‘Right, and she wouldn't take kindly to jokes about it either. Lets just say that.’  Wee 

Renee looked around for a moment in silence. Freddie was already wrinkling his nose as 
if he could smell her feet.  

‘Be thankful it isn’t summer, when she is wearing no tights and plastic shoes.’ She 
shook her head at the thought of it.  

‘I am going to sit down on the carpet over here with Bob then,’ Tony said, moving to 
the opposite side of the room. No one else said anything, but gazed at the tea and 
cakes, waiting for the horror that would soon envelop them.   

‘I just wish she would hurry up. Smelly feet or not. I want to know what’s been going 
on here,’ muttered Freddie. 

‘Come on. Have this tea, cakes and sandwiches everybody, whilst we are waiting,’ 
Brenda said, frowning at them.  

‘I think I’ll hang my coat up, so I can enjoy it better,’ Sue said. 
‘Oh yes,’ Liz agreed. Some of them took off their coats and went into the hall, just 

to come back with them in their hands.  
‘Yes, yes. There won’t be enough pegs for everyone will there.’ Brenda commented, 

she looked to one side thinking. ‘I tell you what, put them in a pile in the corner with 
your boots and bags.  

Pat returned and sat down coughing and puffing. She flopped herself down on the 
sofa next to Wee Renee and then seemed to have a thought, as she watched the others 
discarding their outer garments in the corner. She bent over, grasping one of her boots 
by the foot and started to tug at it. She then dropped the foot and looked at the men.  

‘Is no one going to give a lady a hand?’ she asked. 
All the men looked around at each other. No one seemed to want to move. Then, 

when it was just getting awkward, Gary threw his shoulders back as if to gain courage 
and nudged Danny. ‘Come on Danny, let's grab one each.’  

Approaching Pat slowly, they both grasped a boot, each pulling hard in the opposite 
direction and yanked as quickly as they could. Pat slipped halfway down the sofa, but 
didn’t say a word.  The smell was indeed very ripe and instantly found all their noses. 
Pat adjusted herself on the sofa, smiled down at her feet and wriggled her toes. 

‘That’s a blessed relief. Thanks chucks.’ Pat said. Danny and Gary took each boot 
and pushed it down at the back of the pile of outdoor clothes, underneath everything 
else.   

‘Are you going to put some of those boots in the garage to keep the carpet clean?’ 
Brenda asked knowingly. Everyone agreed very enthusiastically and Wee Renee looked 
down into her tea for a long time, before taking a sip of it.  Pat had no idea that they 
were on about her boots in particular. 

They drank tea, ate sandwiches and feasted upon cake hungrily, as their stories 
unfolded. 

‘Well then, what has been going on Freddie?’ Brenda asked.  
‘Sorry love, I was just having a minute to catch my breath and have a tiny bit of 

comfort,’ replied Freddie. 



‘There have been physical violations in Friarmere. That is what's been happening!’ 
Exclaimed Wee Renee putting her hand on Brenda’s knee.  

‘What! Sexual assault? Rape?’ Brenda was horrified. 
‘No, not that kind of physical violation. A violation of their physicality, their blood. 

They have been violated by an evil host.’ 
‘I don't understand,’ said Brenda. ‘Whose body? What evil host?’ 
‘Bloody Nora.’ said Pat. ‘Rene, start from the beginning or she'll never get it. We 

have to tell how it started. That is just as important as how it ended.’   
‘Okay,’ said Freddie, ‘it started with a party at The Grange on Bonfire Night and the 

band were booked to play.’ 
‘It sounds like a party Our Doris went to.’ Brenda muttered. 
‘There was food and drink and fireworks and all that, but it seems from what we can 

gather, that the food and wine was infected somehow.’  
‘There was this man named Norman.’ Liz continued. ‘I was infected. The entire band 

there was infected. After that party, he came to them one by one and made them into 
what we now know…… as vampires.’ 

Brenda was going quite grey. She held her cup in front of her mid way between the 
saucer and her mouth. Her eyes went from one to another as if to say it was a joke, 
waiting for the first person to break the tension by laughing.  

Liz’s voice broke with the promise of tears. 
‘I was really sick and I didn't want to eat normal food. I also wanted to eat meat, 

which I don't do, as I’m a vegetarian. I am still. I made sure people were with me the 
whole time, so that he couldn't get to me. It was a few days until we realised what was 
going on.’ Liz lost her battle with her tears and they started to fall. Andy put his arm 
around her. Freddie passed over a box of tissues that had been on the table next to him. 

‘A ten piece band originally went, with one committee member.’ Freddie met 
Brenda’s eyes. ‘I was lucky that wasn’t me. One by one they stopped coming to Band as 
they were turned into vampires.’ He gave a little chuckle. ‘Once they were undead, they 
seemed to feel healthier. For instance, Maurice is one.’  

‘No!’ Brenda gasped. 
‘Yes. He was one of the ten-piece. The following week he could not stand the smell 

of garlic in the band room.’ 
‘Is that all?’ laughed Brenda. ‘I think it takes a bit more than that to be considered a 

Vampire, Freddie.’ 
‘Oh, right, I’ll throw in that he doesn't need his glasses any more and he doesn't 

need his bloody stick. He stopped coming to Band and he stopped coming to the pub. 
But as far as we know he isn't on the offensive, so it seems. One by one people 
disappeared or showed weird symptoms. All the people who had been there on Bonfire 
Night, ended up getting infected like this. After a few of them, we started working it out 
because obviously it is a little far fetched. It isn’t the first thing that comes to mind.’ 

‘No, It isn’t the obvious choice,’ Laura added. 
‘Me and Bob knew it first,’ said Wee Renee. ‘We are both very open-minded. But it 

didn’t take long before we all started putting two and two together. They were dropping 
like flies at Band. But the day it really hit home was when we found Ian.’ 

‘Butcher Ian?’ asked Brenda. 
‘Yes. Sadly he has expired, Brenda. We found him one Saturday afternoon in his own 

shop, hung up like a piece of meat on a hook. All his entrails were hanging out and 
someone had been biting them.’ Wee Renee replied. 

“Ewww…No!’ screeched Brenda.  
‘Don't forget the pool of blood at the bottom.’ said Andy. 



‘Oh, yes, a pool of blood had leaked out and you could see where someone had been 
lapping at it. Like a cat drinking cream.’ Freddie waited to see Brenda’s expression, 
before he gave the next titbit. He was rewarded with a combined look of terror and 
revulsion. 

‘And blow me who was behind him dead as a dodo!  Aidy!’ 
Brenda gasped. Wee Renee took up the story as Freddie drank his tea. 
‘Adrian who had obviously been turned into one previously, was green inside. 

Green!’ 
‘And when I poked him with a metal rod he felt weird,’ said Bob. 
‘Yes the texture of them certainly changes, Brenda,’ Freddie explained. ‘They are 

quite soft. The thing is, we couldn't get help because the landlines and Mobile networks 
are down because of the snow. Incessant snow came, cutting us off.  We were on our 
own Brenda. We had few choices.  We decided that we would make a stand at the 
Christmas Concert, as we knew they were planning something. But their plans amounted 
to a bit more than we could cope with. We lost some people.’  

Several people were looking at the plates in their laps. This telling of the facts was 
very hard for them. Andy was chewing a cuticle. Laura stood up and wandered over to 
the window, clutching the hem of her sweater tightly. She opened one of the curtains, 
looked out, then turned her back to the window, crossed her arms tightly in defence 
across her body. Laura looked at the fire. In her mind she returned to the battle. All the 
heartache, the fear, the futility of that night, was with her in the room. 

‘We haven't had to kill anyone that we loved,’ said Sue, ‘it would be terrible if you 
had to do that.’   

‘You have to do what you have to do. We have had to work at the base level, a 
primordial state. You never know what you are capable of until you have to fight for 
your life and do things that no human being should have to do to another. But that is 
what we have done. It is the sole reason why we are still sitting here and I am not one of 
them.’ Said Wee Renee 

‘I don’t know how any of us got out alive, Brenda. There were kids that were already 
vampires in the choir. Kids! When we actually saw them eating and killing right before 
us, we couldn’t believe our eyes. Their parents too. The infection was much more 
widespread that we had anticipated by then. He had obviously been branching out into 
the village. Ruining Friarmere Band wasn’t good enough. We had to kill some of our 
friends. Even the Cooper’s have been turned!’ Freddie stated. 

‘No!’ cried Brenda. 
‘Yes. This is all we think is left of the band. We had to hide out overnight in the 

bandroom. The next day we tried to make it out over towards Manchester but they had 
put a bus in the way and the drifts had made it impossible to get either side of it.  We 
walked over to the viaduct. Guess what, they had done the same there. When we 
walked back to the centre of the village, Michael Thompson was standing there in broad 
daylight obviously not one of them. Git!’ Freddie shook his head. The thought was still 
very bitter to him. 

‘I think he is infected like me.’ Liz said. ‘You see, he was the committee member 
that went with the ten-piece on Bonfire Night.’ 

‘He told us in no uncertain terms that they were going to kill us off that night, so we 
had a quick bite in the pub and decided to try and make it over here. We picked up 
some camping stuff, so to speak, and hiked up onto the tops. It was dark by then but 
luckily we had a bolt hole. We went into a little den that Bob uses and camped there for 
the night.’ Freddie took another sip of his tea. 

‘A whole night and day in the Melden Triangle! We were protected though, I made 
sure of that.’ Wee Renee said, looking towards the heavens. Gary cleared his throat. 



‘I will let you all into our secret now. Me and Wee Renee heard the wolves in the 
middle of the night.’ Gary said quietly. ‘I didn't want to tell you before in case we 
needed to spend another night there.’  

‘So what's this about these wolves then?’ Asked Brenda. ‘What to do you know about 
them?’ 

‘Well between either them or the vampires they destroyed a whole flock of sheep at 
the farm on the tops, because the farmer heard the wolves howling from his bedroom at 
night. The next day, they were just bits and pieces of blood and wool. He had his head in 
his hands when we saw him in the pub. Devastated. The police won't do anything about 
it, because the two policemen are now vampires too! We needed to come here to find 
help. The last thing we thought was that we would be walking into more trouble.’ Gary 
laughed at the end. ‘Oh the irony.’ 

Brenda held her cup in the same position still, her mouth open. She turned to Liz. 
‘So you are in fact infected with vampire blood?’ She asked her.  
‘Yes, I have been poorly but don't worry about me biting you or anything. It’s not like 

that. I feel slightly better each day. I have had to come most of the way here on the 
sledge,’ Liz answered. Brenda now turned her head to Freddie.  

‘And Maurice and the Cooper’s and the rest of the band are vampires and are 
roaming around our village killing people?’ She asked Freddie.  

‘Yes.’ he said. ‘I can’t be sure that Maurice is a killer though. But other people and 
loads of kids were. Which is very scary indeed, when you clap eyes on them.’ 

‘We don't know who is dead and who is alive.  in the village. Or who is living on 
human blood, because some have been eating dog’s and cat’s as well.’ Wee Renee said.  

‘I was really scared for my three kitty’s.’ Sue said, taking hold of Tony’s hand. 
Brenda put her cup down finally, placing both hands on her knees and looked around 

the group waiting to see what reaction she would get with her next question.  
‘Tell me this doesn't mean, what I think it means. That my sister Doris, is a vampire 

lying in her bed upstairs?’ 
‘From what you have said,’ said Gary, ‘it sounds like she could be, I am sorry to say. 

Or something like it. As much as Liz is anyway.  But we can't be sure until we hear her 
story and know all the facts. We need to know what happened at, and after the party 
she went to. Tell us about her.’ 

‘She’s fast asleep right now and I am glad that she is. Yes, she certainly has been 
unwell and does not want the curtains open.’ Brenda gave a half-shrug, ‘which I suppose 
is a bad sign. But definitely she has had no other visitors, only family. And we are all 
wandering around in the daytime, so none of the family can be one.  Her windows are 
shut because it is so cold, so one of them hasn’t floated in and got to her. Or would that 
be a bat? Plus she hasn't tried to bite me, which is a good sign.’ 

The others nodded as they ate and drank. For a while they sat in reflection of the 
past, and uncertainty of the future.  

Norman had asked Michael to attend to a couple of the vampire’s injuries from the 
previous night’s battle. Kate, Keith, Norman and a few of the other vampires looked on. 
After all, it was something to do of an evening.  

Colin wandered droopily up to him. He seemed very unhappy about the drumstick 
that was protruding out of his chest. None of the vampires would help him out by giving 
a yank.  

‘Why can’t you do this yourself?’ Michael asked. 
‘It burns me when I touch it!’ 
‘Hmm…..it burns but it hasn’t killed you! Very interesting.’ Michael grasped hold of 

it, giving it a gentle tug. The stick came out, with barely any resistance. It reminded 
Michael of taking the teaspoon out of a sugar bowl. 



‘If you had jiggled yourself forward, this baby would have dropped out on it’s own!’ 
Michael looked at the stick. Three-quarters of it was a stained dark green now. He 
examined where the stick had been. He blew the residual powder off Colin’s chest and 
out of the hole, like blowing chalk off a snooker cue. ‘Looks clear now. You’re done,’ he 
advised him. ‘You were lucky Colin. If this hadn’t been cheap muck, you would be dead 
by now.’  

Colin didn’t seem that cheered by the notion. He got up and proceeded to meander 
round the room, trying to look in the hole that the stick had left.  

Next on Michael’s list was Vincent, who wasn’t feeling unwell but was looking very 
unsightly. A tuba mouthpiece had become firmly wedged in his eye socket and out of the 
wide end, a black fluid ran lazily out and down his face.  

‘Does it hurt?’ Asked Michael, wrinkling his nose in obvious disgust.  
‘No. But I don’t like the look of it. I want it out.’  
‘Yeah, I get that. This reminds of when I stood on a plug. I fell backwards once and 

my mother had just unplugged the iron and it was on the floor. One of the prongs went 
straight in through one side and out the other. But you know I have very soft feet, Kate. 
Maybe if I had grown layers of hard skin, I would have been alright.’ The rest of the 
room said nothing, so he thought he might as well get on with it. He rolled his sleeves 
up, turning to The Master. 

‘What tools have you got?’ 
‘Nothing!’ 
‘You must have something. A screwdriver, pliers, a block and tackle?’ 
‘I don’t have common tools here. I always pay someone to do my work.’ 
‘Great. What am I supposed to use then?’ Michael glanced over to Kate who was 

sitting on a table, swinging her legs. He raised his eyebrows at her. She sighed getting 
off the table to go and look for something useful.  

‘Something metal.’ Michael shouted. He turned back to Vincent. 
‘The problem is mate that since last night, it looks like the skin has puffed up 

around it. It’s become a bit absorbed into your face. I can hardly see any of the lip part 
anymore. It looks pretty deep set as well.’ 

‘I don’t like it.’ 
‘Yeah, you’ve said that before. What if I get it out and it is the only thing keeping 

your brain in. You won’t thank me then, will you.’ 
Vincent said nothing and continued to sit there. Michael heard Kate’s footsteps 

getting closer and she appeared, holding something in her hands. She slapped the object 
into his hands, walked off and sat back on the table, to continue to watch the fun. 

Michael looked down at his operating tools. Kate had bought him a silver ladle, 
which was still in the house from Bonfire Night. 

‘Are you serious?’ He asked. 
‘It’s that or nothing.’ She replied flatly. 
He examined the ladle and decided that the flat handle would be better than the 

bowl end. 
‘Brace yourself.’ He advised Vincent, who grasped hold of the arms of the wooden 

dining chair, firmly. Michael put the end of the ladle by the mouthpiece edge. He 
wiggled it under the soft white skin around Vincent’s eye. It smelled like soil or 
mushrooms. Probably best not to bring that up, as they all smelled the same in that 
room, apart from him.  



‘Alright, tell me if it hurts.’ He started to angle the handle so that it would prise out 
the mouthpiece. He increased the pressure and could feel the suction of Vincent’s eye 
socket resisting him. It seemed to like this mouthpiece in it. He decided to really go for 
it and pushed back even further. The waxy skin above the mouthpiece split, opening 
Vincent’s eyebrow a little. However, it did not bleed. Michael thought it looked infected 
or dead. He applied a little more pressure. Just when he thought it was coming, the 
ladle flipped back, away from the mouthpiece. Vincent’s eye socket seemed to gently 
suck it back in place. Michael looked at the ladle. The handle end was now firmly bent 
at the tip. 

‘It’s not happening mate.’ 
‘What am I going to do? I don’t like it.’ Vincent said again. Michael stroked his chin 

weighing up his options. 
‘You could wear black sunglasses. No one would be able to tell.’ 
‘Well what about the issue from it?’ 
‘Ah yes. That would run out from under the lens. You could shove a rubber bung in 

it.’ 
‘Do you have one?’ 
‘No…… Oooh, I know. Stuff a load of toilet paper in it and wear an eyepatch. Jobs a 

good ‘un. Next!’ 
Stephen walked up and sat in the doctor’s chair. 
‘You have been burnt Stephen.’ Michael said. 
‘Tell me something I don’t know. How can you help?’ 
‘You know before you were turned, do you remember that?’  
‘Yeah.’ 
‘Do you ever remember me being a Doctor or even a Vet?’ 
‘No.’ 
‘So why do you think I can do something about burns, especially on a vampire.’ 
‘I don’t know.’ Stephen looked downhearted. ‘But you’ve helped the others.’ 
‘Not much,’ Michael said under his breath. 
He looked at him for a long time. Half his face was black dry and puckered. It looked 

like he must have closed his eye as he burned. It stared out at Michael. Red and sore out 
of an ashy, baked slit, that used to be an eyelid. 

‘I don’t suppose you have any salve for burns, Master?’ 
‘No.’ 
‘Butter?’ 
‘No.’ 
‘Well I am at a loss, what do you suggest.’ 
‘I think fresh blood, drunk and applied to the area.’ Norman said. 
‘Fair enough.’ Michael said. ‘There. Rise, you are now healed.’ 
‘Just as I start to get women, this happens. Now they will never look at me long 

enough for me to hypnotise them.’ 
‘Maybe you could learn to do it with one eye, keep this side of you away from them. 

Anyway, The Master’s solution may work. Luckily you can only go out in the dark, so they 
won’t see much of you as it is. Next!’ 


